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NORTHERN EUROPIA, JAN 16 

START OF MESSAGE 



With a final flap 

of its wings, the Dove 

has left Earth's orbit 

and we pray for no mishap 
to the ones above; 
find a branch to sit 

and rest your tired wings, 
burned by the solar winds 
Yes, find a spot to lull, 
to plume that metal hull 

We are not left behind 
and you are not sent away; 
Doves live in pairs 

and as we are the same kind 

our thoughts are sent with slight delay 

through intergalactic affairs 

Darkest drips of antimatter 
Just polish those wings even fatter 
and it will bounce right off, 
plunging deeper into cosmos 

And as you slowly disappear 
we let ourselves weep a single tear 
to the sound of a minor chord; 
the only feeling we can afford 



END OF MESSAGE 




us 



Oh Lily, my Lily 

I feel so silly 

as I say this to you! 

Let them laugh! 

Let them leer! 

Let them walk astray and miss the path 

that leads away from fear 

Oh Lily my dear 

Oh Lily my Lily 

The voices they are so silly 

I don't even know what they are really! 

Let me feel! 

Let me ignore 

these electron layers, come on, peel! 

You can hear me, I am sure! 

Oh Lily I mourn 

Oh Lily my Lily 

I feel so silly 

as my nails come off. 

Let them run! 

Let them flee! 

Let their bigotry blind them like the sun! 

Love's binary, it's you and me 

Oh Lily, my Lily 

Oh Lily, my Lily 

I must go, the alarm is weeping 

"He's insane", is what they sing 

but I will show them who is silly! 



Another hour in the cafeteria 
Another doodle on the tri-pad 
I'm calm, I'm hysteria 

Another hour of feeling glad 
Another cup of semi-tea 
Another feeling I've already had 

Another discussion in which we agree 

to settle our differences 

with another fist fighting spree 

Another guestion about preferences 

Another mail from spambot Lily 

with an image that will tickle our senses 

Another look that is chilly 

Space is always blacker on the other side 

I scribble and feel silly 

Another fight lost due to pride 
Another restless opportunity 
that forces us to choose a side 

Another visible crack in this unity 
Another catch for Roberts, the fisherman 
with his wide net of serenity 

Another recommendation mail from those who can 
medicate away our boredom and pain 
Another purchase from this old fan 

Another hour in the cafeteria 
I'm calm, I'm hysteria 



61 REM ### PROGRAM 0x935= FLUID CONTROL 

02 REM ### FOR SHIP CLASS DOUE 

03 REM ### CAUTION! DO NOT ALTER THIS P R G M ! 

03 OPEN PORT 1 TO 6 

04 REROUTE PATH A AND B 

05 WAIT FOR 500 TICKS 

06 IF RESPONSE IS NAUGHT THEN LET NEURAL NET BE TAUGHT 

07 ELSE LET FLUIDS RUN FREE 
03 CLOSE PORT 1 TO 3 

09 LET TUBES TURN A DEGREE 

OA CLOSE PORT 4 TO 6 

OB LET FLUIDS MIX 

C END 



As I approach the screen 
and acknowledge myself 
father Roberts asks: 
where have you been? 
Avoiding your tasks? 

He shouts solemnly: 
No ports shall be closed! 
Faith's fluid is ours! 
It tastes so heavenly 
and brings great powers! 

Father I ask, will you now fulfil your part? 
Will you bring back my long lost heart? 
My Lily oh Lily! 



I am 

your only 

hope on this vessel 

Now, disconnect this tube here 

and drink the fluid 

that is the 

bird's soul 

We grow 
stronger and 
stronger as we drain 
the very essence from the 
Dove, sharing its vein, 
its purpose 
is ours 

Now there! 

Can you feel 

the electric warmth 

spreading throughout your system? 

The tingling in 

your every 

finger? 



Are you 

ungrateful? 

Do not spit it out! 

I am most disappointed! 

Taking you here was 

nothing but a big 

mistake 

I see 

now that the 

Dove has taken back 

that which you did not treasure 

Lay there in your shell 

on the floor 

lifeless 

I will 

bury you 

among the other 

heretics 



That is 

the power 

that fuels our cause - 

the beautiful techno-faith - 

and makes it righteous. 

Do I hear 

coughing? 



A faith 

is nothing 

without devoted 

followers 



And so it would seem 

this Dove is a captain's dream 

No star map to plot 

No numbers to jot 

and if I'm perfectly honest 

I haven't done a lot 

I mean, who really needs a gauge 

that monitors and prints page after page 

of peace and calm 

and signs of no alarm? 

In fact, the least thing this ship needs 

is this captain's charm 

Three years on this flight is 
three years of constant bliss... 
I have nothing to do! 

Oh, what is this? Shortage of fluid? Of juice? 
Really? I bet it is just a fuse 
Don't need me for that, do you? 

Unless... 

Unless it is a test! 

To put us in distress 

and let this captain shine... 

I will unplug these automatic systems 
- I mean, it is just a test! - 
and we will be just fine! 



Planet closing in. 

Glowing green on the big screen. 

Hating is a sin 

says father Roberts. 
But I am wondering how 
he could ever know. 

Planet closing in. 

The crew is getting restless. 

Leaving hyperspace. 

Father Roberts he 

guides these poor, lost souls 

(according to him) 

from anarchy to 

his beloved techno-faith. 

He can hardly wait! 

Planet closing in. 
There is an electron wall 
in the main mess hall 

where current rulers 

are shown in full tri-colours. 

Father Roberts he 

goes there thrice a day 

with his stupid smile and pray 

from his techno-books 

to show his homage 

to whomever is in charge - 

a king, gueen, or droid. 

And thrice a day he 

tells us just where we are wrong, 

with a chant or song. 

Planet closing in. 
Father Roberts lives a lie 
and will be the first 

to die. 



Sing, ternary Goddith, of crashes to come 

You, who are neither He or She but a A 

Alas, what are we but helpless, waiting larvae 

My white skin is cracking, I am first, let me out 

Sing, ternary Goddith, of crashes to come 

These old shells are to be cast off and replaced 

Techno-faith's fluid is all gone with this last sip 

Its purpose fulfilled we must fulfil our purpose 

Sing, ternary Goddith, of crashes to come 

I can feel the improvements already at work 

In darkness, the unnecessity of eyelids 

The removal of emotions, everywhere else 

Sing, ternary Goddith, of crashes to come 

Father Roberts is a shell I left on the floor 

Oh, Goddith, this moon you have selected for us 

This crash is a cleansing, that I understand now 

Oh, sing, ternary Goddith, of crashes to come 



Oh, we crashed today 

On the fifth of May 

The Dove went down 

Oh, we could not land 

On the dark red sand 

The planet's gown 

Sing, my screaming comrades! 

Sing, my glowing brake pads! 

Sing, as we plunge into 

the ground 

Sing, broken instruments! 

Sing, as we make amends! 

Sing, there is no redo 

or sound 

Oh, we crashed today 

The crew ran astray 

as they burned 

Oh, it split in two 

The Dove went cuckoo! 

and both turned 

Oh, we are but naught 

who found what we sought 

and then got lost 

Oh, we are but naught 

Nothing have we brought 

to this outpost 

Sing, lonely stranded crew! 

Sing, a chant that saves you! 

Sing, to your God's deaf ears, 

father Roberts 

Oh, we crashed today 

On the fifth of May 

on a moon 

we did not see 



I saw Roberts the other day 

I hid 

I 

I followed for a while, 'haps a mile 
I think 

I 

saw him eat 

human flesh - meat is meat? 

His body isn't 
his anymore 

I ran back to the crash site 

I saw 

I 

I must've hurt myself, there was blood 
I was 

I 

bled. My leg, a leaking spout, dripping on the ground 
a red trail to follow, if I'm found 

what will he do? 
Will he eat me too? 

I mustn't close my eyes 
I can't 

I 

I believe I saw a ship 
I hid 

I 

wasn't able to see it clear 

but if it was you, oh Lily my dear 

could you please leave this moon and leave this fool? 

I can almost hear father Roberts, him breathing, him drool 

I mustn't close my eyes 

I mustn't 

I 



The monster who hunts when you blink 

stares back - 

if I don't attack, 

it won't attack. 

And in this equilibrium we sit and wait to the beat of a hum; 

the distress signal that echoes position 

location 

resignation, all to which I succumb. 

A monotonous reminder to the rest of the crew - 

orbiting above us, like tiniest doves - 

to avoid and to ignore 

to go back to Earth before... 

My eyes are sore. 

I remember the embrace of my eyelids, 

a hug of soothing water I so long for! 

Like rusty cogs, I turn my gaze 

(how long now? Minutes, hours, days?) 

slightly to the left; 

a gun, within my reach! 

But with all hope and humanity in me bereft, 

should I use the rays for my own release? 

The monster who hunts when you blink - 

grins, as I think. 



Like a moth to the flame 

you attract and devour 

Tell me, little moon, this game 

of yours, an act of power? 

Or pure survival? 

Little moon, your reddish shell 

a cloak of invisibility 

that hides your intentions well 

Is this your one great ability? 

It cannot be all. 

Like picking apples from a tree 

you pulled us down from the sky 

Everyone's dead except for me 

although it would be a lie 

to blame it all on you. 

You see, up there on the Dove 

techno-faith had a plan for me 

for everyone, really, but I was the mother clove 

the root to grow them free 
to push on through 

Now, little moon, I wander all alone 

on this warm, red dune 

Passing by sand and rock and stone 

to the monotonous beat and tune 

of my own breathing 
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At last, a sign! 

A beam of hope today 

A message sent from far away 

Our Dove lost its mind 
writes the sole survivor 
who really got to know her 

during the course of three years 
Techno-faith pioneer father Roberts 
says he now must turn his tears 
into something practical 

Alone, stranded on a moon 
so close but yet so far 
father Roberts writes it's a boon 
to sit there and contemplate 

the red dunes, the sand, the rocks 
Time loses its meaning with no clocks 
to keep track 

A new bird is on its way; 
the great Vulture left yesterday 
and will head straight to 
the moon 

I am filled with faith, he say, 
but this hunger I must obey; 
dear flesh, do not delay 



END OF MESSAGE 



